26                    THE   ISLAND   PHARISEES

* I had better not give them my private address/ he
thought, glancing at the faces opposite; and he wrote
down the following : * Richard Paramor Shelton, c/o
Paramoi and Herring, Lincoln's Inn Fields/

" You are very good, sir. My name is Louis
Ferrand; no address at present. I will make her
understand ; she is half stupefied just now."

Shelton returned to the perusal of his paper, too
disturbed to read; the young vagrant's words kept
sounding in his ears. He raised his eyes. The plump
hand of the lady with the Roman nose still rested on
her lap; it had been recased in its black glove with
large white stitching. Her frowning gafce was fixed
on him suspiciously, as if he had outraged her sense of
decorum.

" He didn't get anything from me/* said the voice of
the red-faced man, ending a talk on tax-gatherers.
The train whistled loudly, and Shelton reverted to his
paper. This time he crossed his legs, determined to
enjoy the latest murder; once more he found himself
looking at the vagrant's long-nosed, mocking face.
* That fellow/ he thought,e has seen and felt ten times
as much as I, although he must be ten years younger/

He turned for distraction to the landscape, with its
April clouds, trim hedgerows, homely coverts. But
strange ideas would come, and he was discontented
with himself; the conversation he had had, the per-
sonality of this young foreigner, disturbed him.

It was all as though he had made a start in some fresh
journey through the fields of thought